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One 


| sat in the chair calmly, my legs crossed while he raged around me. | felt like | did on that day when | met 
him, the moment | first saw him, barreling down the hall with all those teachers after him. It was always like 


that. Those teachers didn't know that no one could ever catch him. 


"Izzy, you can't leave," he said, his voice pleading, on the edge of tears. He'd cry, he cried a lot over very little 


sometimes. | couldn't remember the last time | cried. 
"Yes, Axl, | can," | said, my calm voice and demeanor infuriating him. | didn't care, not any more. 


The tears were beat back for the moment in favor of anger. | swallowed hard, hoping he wouldn't hit me. I'd 


beat the shit out of him if he did. 
"What..we're on the top of the fucking world..the tour..you can't leave," he glared at me and | blinked and gazed 
away, looking out the windows of his kitchen. He followed me here to this sunny place. | never asked him to 


come. He was part of what | was escaping. 


Here came the tears. | saw them well up in his eyes, making them this extraordinary green. His eyes never 


looked more beautiful than when he cried. He dropped down on his knees by me, holding onto me and looking up 


at me with his tear stained face. 


"Please, Izzy, don't go," he said, lowering his head onto my lap, his long straight hair falling around my legs. | 
wanted to reach out and touch his hair but | didn't: 


"Axl," | said, lifting his chin so he would look at me. He was gorgeous. He always had been, even back in Indiana 


with his goofy Farrah Faucet hair and greaser clothes. 


‘Im leaving and there's nothing you can do about it," It probably doubly infuriated him because now most 


people did anything he said. He was Axl Rose, after all. | didn't give a shit about that. 


| still held his chin and saw the look of frustration in his eyes. So many emotions that were always so visible in 


his eyes. It was what they liked, they, the fans, the faceless mass of people out there. 


He stood up, the anger was back, and he grabbed anything within reach and smashed it. | didn't even flinch as 
glasses and bowls and vases shattered. When we were teenagers in Indiana his mother used to have a look on 


her face, a tired resigned look. | understood that look now. 
"You can't leave," he said, breathing hard, anger trying to crumble to sadness. That was it. I'd had enough. 


"Yes, | can. I'm sick of certain things. I'm sober now, and while | was using it was easy to put up with shit 
because | didn't even notice it. But not anymore. You're late all the fucking time, man, to shows that people paid 
to fucking see. You cause riots. You, you're trying to take control of everything, and that isn't what this band 
was, it didn't start out that way, you fucking egomaniac! I'm leaving and there isn't anything you can say to 
change my fucking mind!" 


His hand curled into a fist and he went to punch me and | stepped aside. | grabbed him by his arm and pulled 


him over to me, getting him in a rough hug as he struggled against me. 


"Shhhhhhh," | said in his ear, feeling the delicate shell of his ear against my lips. His arms went around me as 
the tears started and the sobs started, heaving sobs like a child He was in no way in control of his emotions, 


but he didn't have manic depression, oh no, not him, and he wouldn't take any medication 


‘Izzy, please," he said, turning his face to mine, and | clamped down on his lips. His eyes shut, his body relaxed 
a little, and | snaked my tongue into his mouth. None of this was good for me, this desperate clinging to each 
other, just like in Indiana. But he smelled so good, and he felt so good, it was hard to let go. 


His breathing sped up and he tried to pull me into the other room to lie on a bed or a couch, but | wouldn't be 
pulled | planted my feet firmly and jerked back when he tugged on me. 


| shouldn't have kissed him, it wasn't fair to him, and it didn't exactly reinforce what | was saying about 
leaving. | shook my head, seeing how the light was shining off all the broken things in here. 


"Bye, Axl," | said, walking out, leaving him to stare after me in his destroyed kitchen. I'd planned that. | wanted 
to tell him | was leaving and then leave, so he'd have the words and a picture and maybe he'd get it. 


| folded myself into the front seat of my little sports car, feeling the way the California heat caused it to bake 
like an oven. | started the car and heard the little purr of the engine and thought of the junk rust cars we 
used to drive down the dirt roads back in Indiana. Back then | was tied up with him, so sick with myself about 
how much | wanted him and how much | was willing to put up with and risk for him. | took off for California, 


for LA, so sure I'd never see him again. He followed me, and he knew that. I'd always been running from him. 


Two 


| put on the AC to cut the heat in the car and felt the artificial coolness against my cheek. | watched the 
houses give way to dry hills as | drove away, further and further from him. When | was in LA. for that brief 
time without him, when he was stuck in a jail cell in Indiana, | felt a stunned relief. | could see him so clearly, 
the scowl on his face, the quick jerking away from people or the quick jump to anger and fighting, maybe that 
served him well in jail or maybe it got him beaten and broken. All | knew was that | could breathe for the first 
time since I'd met him, since he barreled into my life with his beauty and his anger and his unpredictability. 


| shifted the gears, feeling the expensive leather of the gearshift under my hand, feeling the resistance of the 
clutch under my boot. When | came to LA. | was doing pretty good, playing guitar in a few bands, writing songs, 
dashing off lyrics onto napkins or the backs of envelopes. It was all | wanted until heroin 


| found myself strung out and hustling when Axl showed up, his hair in long red layers, his jeans torn and 
dirty. God, how he looked like a hick, right off the boat, my grandparents used to say. | never looked like a hick, 
having a sick sense of fashion, and my wardrobe was at the very height of it. Axl tried to mimic it with 
varying degrees of success, and | remembered his early stabs at it, ridiculous pink leather pants paired with 
cowboy boots and torn T-shirts, gold medallions around his neck and a ring on every finger. But he was 
becoming starkly beautiful in those days, losing weight until his cheekbones were prominent and his hip bones 
jutted beneath his leather pants, and he grew out his hair until the layers were gone and it was just this 
unreal sheet of straight red strands obscuring his eyes. 


| didn't want what Guns N' Roses became, this behemoth super group, bloated and unsustainable. | wanted to 
write songs and play my guitar to a roomful of people, not thousands upon thousands screaming like we were 
the fucking Beatles or something. Axl became louder and more impossible and | became quieter and stiller, 
retreating into the background, but | would still stare at him in awe, the quick glimpse of his reddish blond 


eyelashes against his cheeks disarming me. 


In the early days when he first came to LA. and found me, we would lay on my bed in my rented room and I'd 
play with his hair, letting the red strands fall between my fingers, and I'd feel him nuzzle into my side like a 
puppy. I'd kiss his full lips and taste the cigarettes and the apple slices he ate, stealing them from the vendors 
on the street corners. I'd trace his cheekbones with my fingertip, and I'd tie the tourniquet around his bicep 
and tap his veins to get one to rise to the surface, and despite his fear I'd puncture his vein with my blunt, 
rusty needle and drive the heroin home just to watch the look of bliss cross his face. 


| drove, letting the hills fall away to the seaside vistas that everyone wanted to see, and it was funny how you 


were always alone on these roads, like James Dean heading for the crash over the cliff. 


Axl had wrecked me. | was broken way before Guns N' Roses existed, and now that it was about to implode | 


was still just as broken, longing for him while wanting nothing more than to be free of him. 


| remembered when Guns N' Roses first became a band, like some crazy chemistry experiment fusing things 


together. There was magic there, something in our styles or personality, complimenting each other and playing 
off each other, and we all knew it. Fucking "Appetite for Destruction captured that magic and that's why it 
sold like crazy and possibly always would, and | knew it bugged the shit out of Axl that he didn't will that 
record into existence and that it wasn't all him. It happened, it unfolded in a way, the five of us in the right 
place at the right time. Now it was all falling apart, and Steven getting the boot was the first amputation of 
our perfect band, and we were lopping off pieces all the time. 


| couldn't be around it anymore, not sober. | couldn't take Axl's anger, | couldn't take the travesty of the band 
or its success. | couldn't take my longing for him and all the walls that were up, all the super models he dated, 
all the body guards he surrounded himself with, all the asshole trappings of fame. 


| felt the blowing of the AC against my cheeks, and | felt the tears coursing down them. Crying, after all these 
years, and | laughed. Axl was filled with too many whiplashing emotions, and | felt like | was numb, devoid of 
emotions like a life-like robot, going through the motions. | didn't think I'd cried since | was a little kid, and now | 
was, because of Axl ripping my life apart. 


Three 


| kept driving, trying to outrace my thoughts, which were swirling around, coming back on themselves, eating 
their tail like the snake, devouring itself. | lit a cigarette, inhaling slow, not thinking about all the carcinogens | 
was pulling into my lungs. I'd quit heroin and drinking, but | didn't think | could let cigarettes go. They were so 


constant, so many little hits of the drug, and | knew my brain was a tiny monkey clamoring for more. 


| felt wrenched in half, cleaved in two. | hadn't been without Axl like this since | first saw him, and when | first 
moved to LA. didn't count. He found me there and | was only too happy to let him in, to share things with him 
again. Now I'd closed the door, burned the bridge, walked away. | wasn't looking back. 


| watched the sun dip and the sky dim by inches, the blue turning dark blue, and then purple, and then black. 
The purr of the engine was comforting. | could sense the ocean just over the ridge, and | could see the waves 
lapping black at the packed wet sand. | didn't want to think that | was lost without Axl, because | wasn't. | didn't 


need him, he'd see. | didn't need him as much as he needed me. 


| turned the car around and headed home, pulling onto the freeway and merging with all the other cars, and | 


knew my car was just one more set of red tail lights heading home. 


My house was locked up tight, a few strategic lights on to deter burglars. | headed toward the front door, 
feeling a deep exhaustion in the center of my bones. | saw the flashing light on the answering machine, and it 
seemed oddly insistent. Axl. He called. | knew it. That light was like his insistence. He had to have everything his 
way. | sighed and ran my hand through my short, spiky black hair. | didn't even want to listen to the messages. 


| made tea. Tea was a substitute for drugs, because it took the certain steps to prepare, and it was soothing, 
and | couldn't drink alcohol. | couldn't shoot up and feel that bliss, that wearing away of everything that 
mattered, and in the moment that heroin hits your brain, there is nothing nicer then wearing those things 


away. 


So | made tea and | had a steaming cup of it. | liked the smell of tea better than actually drinking it, but it was 
something to have, something to constantly take in and make me feel something. | sunk into the couch in the 
living room and saw the red light on the answering machine, mocking me, recriminating me. | remembered the 
line from "Rocket Queen" and | wasn't sure now who wrote it, me or Axl, but the line went, "So don't chastise 
me, or think |, | mean you harm," sung/screamed at Axl's highest pitch. | closed my eyes and sighed, set the 
tea on the coffee table and stood up. | went over to the answering machine and pressed play. 


‘Izzy, listen, you..you cant leave. We have too much to, to do still, Izzy..call me, okay? Or come over, we can, 
we can talk about this, we can." | shut it off. Axl, of course. He'd call and call and beg and beg. Axl could beg, 
he'd plead with me, he'd offer me things, he'd apologize. | didn't care. | didn't care what he would say or do or 


promise, | was done. | had nothing left to give. 


